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AT THE BAR. 
“ Used as he is to bars generally—particularly public-house and police-court bars—Poor Pa’s appearance at the Bar of the House of Commons, on the 
re-assembling of Parliament, was certainly not to be wondered at. What seemed to aggravate the House, and more especially Mr. Speaker Peel, was Dad’s 
repeated demands to have his ‘ Unsweetened’ bottle replenished. The finishing touch to the whole affair, though, was the effrontery of Mr. McGooseley in addressing 
the Serjeant-at-Arms as ‘ My rosy-lipped little darling!’ Poor Ma is now making frantic efforts to save her husband’s neck from the hangman's noose.’ —ToorTstt. 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE.—(No. 6.) MISS JEFFRIES. 


Miss JEFFRIES, who was hanged near the six-mile stone 
in Epping Forest on March 28th, 1752, was the niece of a 
well-to-do gentleman residing at Walthamstow, 

Mr. Jeffries, her uncle, having no children of his own, 
made a will in her favour, bequenthing to her nearly the 
whole of his estate. What she did to anger him is not 
stated ; but after a time, for some reason or other, he was 
overheard by her to declare that he would alter his will on 
account of her bad behaviour. Upon this she determined 
to take his life. 

There was in the employ of Mr. Jeffries a gardener called 
John Swan, between whom and Miss Jeffries it was supposed 
that an intimacy existed. Miss Jetiries, feeling herself 
penpnble of completing her murderous project: single- 
handed, consulted Swan, but found him very loath to take 
an active part himself. Who, then, was to do the deed? 

Just at that time there was one Matthews, whom the 
master was temporarily employing to help Swan in the 
garden. Miss Jeffries, choosing her opportunity, asked this 
man if he would like to earn a hundred pounds, “Of course 
1 would.” he said, delightedly, but added, “in an honest 
way.” Not seving clearly how to continue the negotiation, 
she sent him out into the garden to speak to Swan, 

Swan thereupon tuld him what he had got to do, and 
taised the price to seven hundred, Matthews's honesty 


Tut, tut! I'm perfectly well aware that the French have landed at Dover—in 
fact, our army bas alrealy been despatched to oppose them. In this age of symbols, 
''sagol Yet, as this is an age of symbols, we keep THIS! He is not numerically the mere moral effect of iis presence alone will be——Eh? What's that? Why, F Mu 
4 —but he embodies the grand moral principle of purely peaceful resistance! now you mention it, it really dors seen as if our army had mistaken the route ! broke down, and he agreed to do the job. Two days later, 


‘Sa 


Commissioner of Public Welfare (showing visitor from the colonies round), Oh, 
‘+ We cleared out that ravenous honie of gilded popinjays, terme! an army, 
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his work in the garden being completed, he was discharged, and 
Swan gave him ten shillings to buy 1 pair of pistols, Honest 
Matthews spent the money in drink, »0 other weapons were 
procured, 

On the night fixed upon for Mr. Jeffries’ murder, Matthews 
eame to the house, found the garden door on the i: ond 
creeping into the pantry hid himself behind a barrel, where he 
remained about an hour, when Swan browsht lim some eold boil 
beef. In about another hour, it being then midnight. Miss Jeffries 
and Swan came to lim, and the latter exchvine "Now it is time 
to knock the old miser on the herd.” Bat honest Matthews, fall of 
beef, said," Teannot tind it in my heart todo it’ You may be 
d—d for a villain!" cried Miss Jetfries, and Swan said he had a 
mind to blow his brains out. Swan then produced “ia book,” and 
insisted that Matthews should swear that he would not reveal 
what had passed. which he did, with this reserve, * Unless it was to 
save hix own life.” Soon after this Matthews heard a shot, and, 
escaping from the house by the back way, nade off, 

Suspicion fell on Miss Jeffries, and she d, for, although 
she had appeared at the house door in her night-dress calling 
“Thieves and murder” there were no signs of a burglarious 
attempt. No evidence being produced to criminate her, she was 
set free, and immediately administered to her uncle's estate. But 
Matthews was discovered, and upon his testimony a verdict of 
guilty returned ayainst Elizabeth Jeffries and John Swan, ; 

After her conviction, Miss Jeffries made a curious confession, in 
which she swore that Swan and she alone were concerned in the 
murder, and that Matthews, that night, was not in the house at all, 
“as I know of.” 


Then comes this singular statement: “Swan for some time 
expressed great resentment at Miss Jettries’s confession ; but when 
he learned that he was to be hung in chains he began to relent, and 
scemed, at length, to behold his crime in its true light of enormity.” 

On the day of execution the convicts left the prison at four in the 
morning, Miss Jetiries being placed ina cart and Swan on a sledge. 
The unfortunate woman re edly fsinted on her way to the 
gallows, and having fallen into a fit. had not recovered when she 
was turned off, The body of Miss .Jletfries having been delivered 
to her friends for interment, the gibbet was removed to another 
part of the forest, where Swan was hung in chains. 

7 * . * . ° 
LAITEST FROM THE KORPSERIES, 
Sumthink orfle av appen, butt my and tremble so as i ken knott 


old the penn, 
(Neat week,“ The Bodkins.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
bh Cormmspontent: wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged, but just at present, We would rather not, F, B. 
ALLY cannot tell you, BAYREUTH. You had better go and see. Very 
Jair, A YORKSHIRE READER, But of little usc to us, Yea, of 
ecmrse you could, DisGUSTED, But it's hardly worth the fuss. 
Haven't any space at present, Thank you all the same, 8.8. Out 
of print for ages, BARCLAY, No, you couldn't make it less. Your 
mistake, you see, Miss MILLY. It is quite another thing, Thanks 
Sor kind tnquirics, BUFFO, ALLY never learnt to sing. 

—— 
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eacepted, post free: 


3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 
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PARIS 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


ee ee 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha eee to meet 
swith his or her death in'a Itailway Accident to bike Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issuc of “ ALLY SLOPER's HAL¥- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout. the 
United ly bee every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, exviring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—— 


Overheard ina Smoke Roam, 
First Clubbite. Did you go to see Frostleigh’s play produced ? 
Second Clubbite. Yes; don’t think I ever laughed so much in 
my life before. 
First Clubbite, Laughed! Er—I—I didn't know it was a farce. 
Second Clubbite. It isn't, it’s a tragedy. 


Brown. But you never heard me repeating lies about people ? 
Smith. Well, no, Vl give you the credit you deserve for that 
—you don't repeat them, you originate them, 
* 


* 
She (trying to be clerer), Aud what sort of note has this Oof 
Bird I hear about so frequently ? 
He (equal to the vecasion), Note?) Oh—er—a tenner (tenor) I 
should say decidedly. oe 
. 


A TIP for bicyclists is here ; 
Take it or leave it, as they like. 
The roads are bad, the davs are drear, 
And February Fill-the-Dyke 
Desires to change his name this year 
To February Spill-the-Bike! 
s.* 


= 

Newly-Marricd Husband, It was bitterly cold in bed last night, 
my dear. 

Newly-Married Wife, Well, my dear, you've only yourself to 
blame for it. 

Newly-Married Hushand. Wow on earth's that? 

Newly-Married Wife. Why, you would insist on buying a 
spring mattress, instead of having a winter one, as I suggested, 
as being more suitable for the season. 

-* 
* 

Snipper. What do you call the foremost game of the age? 

Snapper. Why, football, of course. 

Snipper. I should call that rather a backward game, It con- 
tains a half-back, a full-back, frequently a bruised back, and some- 
times a broken back. 

Snapper. In fact, it’s not without its drawbacks. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 563.—The “ Panto Fairy" Co-tume, 


“Dovou think that married men 
live longer than sing!e ones?” “Don't 
know ; seems longer.” 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. 
No, 44.—Hoo, 


’ 4 = 
She, Awl so you almire the New Woman ? 
He, Yes. 
She, Then I cannot marry you. 
dle, Why not? 
She, Because you will he seeking the company of the New Woman, and leaving 
your “old woman " at home, 


“No, thanks, Idon’t waltz; but I'll 
dance you on my kueve if you like 


“What do vou think of ny bumps?” 
“I think your wife must be a very 
muscular weman,” 


don'teherknuow.” 


PY. 


| Saturday, Fubruary 9, tous, 


SceNE—Small Country Hairdresser, Exit Disciple of 7i,,,,, 
Customer (taking chair), 1 shouldn't think these acto... 
much good to your trade; they never xeem to get their hair .., 
Barber, That's true, sir, they do wear their ‘air surprisin’ |. 
sir; but then, you see, they hatones for it by the frequency \. 
ss " 
s 


which they git’s shaved, 


She (amusing herself with a sid of scissors and a nine 
vaper), Lam cutting out things, Mr. Brown. What shall ‘|; 
you! Ser 
“ [He (jumping at the opportunity for which he has been yqis,,, 
for months), Oh, Miss Robinson — Miss Clara — Clara, dey.” 
Clara—make me a good wife. ? rest 
[She made hima sife in due course, but whether a%y,,,; 
onc or nut only Brown knows, and he is afraid to 5, 


= 
OLD Mother Hubbard 
She went to her cu'b'ard, 

To get her poor dogyie a bone ; 
But no bone was there found, 
So her doggie came round 

Aud inserte his teeth in her own! 


The Rore. Then you're on ood terms with Flintskinner. 
; The Victim, Great jellytishes! no. Whatever makes you think 
that. 

The Bore, But you said he was near, stingy, and mean, 

The Victim, Yes, but— 

The Bore, Well, you can’t deny that he’s a close acquaintanes 
then, can you? ° : 


She, | wonder what it is gives Captain Canker his melancholy 
expression, it’s quite chronic to him. 

The Major, Haw—don’t know, I'm sure ; haw—perhaps it's iy. 
cause he’s in the Zlues, *\° : 


“ AND were you bit surprised, my darling,” he asked, fonily 
caressing the fluffy golden head pillowed so trustingly upon his 
manly chest; “ were you very surprised when I proposed!” ~| 
was, George.” murmured the fair girl, “to be absolutely candi 
with you, I was. If you had done so, say, 2 couple of years or so 
ago IT might not have wondered, but lately, to tell you the rl 
straight truth, I'd almost given up hopes of you ever being able ty 


screw your pluck up to the sticking point. 
s 
The Squire, Ah, Mike, you have rather philosophical tendenci-s 
1 fancy, haven't you? 
Old Mike, Shure an’ it's not meself that would contradict yr 
honour, but it’s dhropsical ten-tenancies the dhoctor sez is ti» 
matter wid me, *° 


Snipps. 1 wonder why it is that all women have so deficient. 
sense of humour ? 
Snapp. H'm, £ often fancy Eve must have been a Music-i.:'!] 


song-writer. What? ** 
Sharpleigh. 1 thought you did not publish fiction in your 


paper? 
Editor, Neither do we. 
Sharpleigh. What do you call the weather forecasts, then? 


= 

PALE and bloodless he wends his course, 

His features are drawn and twisted. 
Has he been o’erwhelmed by a cabman's horse ? 

Has he been by a fighter fisted ? 
Has he felt the force of a football fray, 

Or been thrown from a railway carriage? 
Nay, worse than these! He is on his way 

To make a proposal of inarriage! 

ss 


= 
SceNE—Concert Hall, Distinguished Amateur at the Pianoforte. 
Enquiring Child. Father, why does that sad-looking gentlem 
oe us groan so; does the young lady's music make him ferl 


sad? 

Father, Yes, my son, that is it; the poor gentleman is the 
unhappy composer. = 
s 


First Kissable Little Thing. My. Youngriche has been talking 
io ae about you just now, dear ; he said your teeth were perfectly 
ovely, 

Second Kissable Little Thing (delighted). Really, darling ; did— 
did he say anything else ? 

Hirst Kissable Little Thing. Yes, love, he said your dentist must 
be an awfully smart fellow. ee 

s 


THE bright young reporter upon the little local weckly wrote: 
“A very delightful concert, under the auspices of the Chori! 
Society, took place Inst Thursday evening at the little hall +o 
kindly provided by the vicar.” —Alack! the demon compositer 
changed the “a” in hall into “e,” and—well, yes, things did buzz 
a little for a time, you bet. ee 

s 


Swagger Comic Writer. Nobody knows the awfulness of having 
to write jokes as I have every week all the year round. . 
His Friend, Oh, come, old man, draw ‘it mild! After all, it 
can’t be so bad as having to read them, 
ss 


* 

Shopkeeper, What have you brought all these letters back for? 
[ told you to post them. 

Honest Country Lad, Please, zir, Oi zaw a big noatice az laarze 
az loif az Oi waz n-gowin’, and it sez, “ Poast noa Bills,” an az 01 
heard ye saay az how these here letters waaz moastly bills, whoy 
Oi brought ‘em back, ee 

s 


To steal a march is considered cute, 
And it’s not an illegal act 
To steal a march in a mode astute : 
(Yet the law, as a point of fact, 
Would give you beans if the law should cop 
You stealing a * March” from a music-shop ! 
se 


s 
Company Promoter (persuasiccly). But, my dear sir, the mine 

alone is worth more than the money, and then just think of the 
plant. 
_ Capitalist (who isn't taking any). That's just what Iam think- 
ing of, sir; there’s a good deal too much plant about the affair wv 
command my money, ss 

s 


Collector, So glad to have met you, Mr. Jones; we are startin: 
n Self-Help Society, and I am collecting subscriptions for it. Nov. 
what will vou give ? 
Jones, Not anything, thank you. I've had too much self-help— 
there was a burglar at my house last night. 
s 


the Father, That young engineer fellow who called to =" 
Wlorrie seemed rather rough, didn’t he? ; 
The Mother (abscntly). Yes, dear, he evidently had not shave! 
this morning ; but Florence did not seem to mind. 
—— 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny: 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Readin:. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


£39 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C: 


Saturday, February 9, 1895.} 
TOOTSIE DOES THE GRAND. 


i 

Is the first edition of  * Travels into Several Remote Nations of 
the World, by Lemuel Gulliver, first a surgeon, and then a eaptain 
of several ships,” 
tie publisher, 
“Richard Symp- 
son,” says, “Mr, 
Lemuel Gulliver 
is my ancient and 
intimate friend ; 
there is likewise 
some relation be- 
tween us by the 


mother’s side. 
Although Mr. 
Gulliver was born 


shire, where his 
father dwelt, yet 
we have heard 
| him say his family 
\\ came from Ox- 
i fordshire ; to con- 
firm which I have 
observed in’ the 
churchyard = at 
Banbury, in that 
county, several 
tombs and monu- 
ments of the Gul- 
livers.” 

When first 
Gulliver's travels 
were published 
p there were not a 
Crusoe: JESSIE PRESTON, few innocent 

‘ ee Fooule who be- 
lieved in the existence of the Lilliputiansand the Brobdingnagians, 
us they pliced their faith in the reality of Robinson Crusoe, res- 
pecting whom, in the original pretace, we read : “If ever the story 
of any private man’s adventures in the world were worth making 
public, and were acceptable when published, the editor of this 
account thinks this will be so.” 

Does any living boy nowadays believe there ever was a Robinson 
Crusoe? And as to Gulliver's travels?) True, about twenty years 
ave a French traveller unearthed a country of dwarfs, and the 
hones of very big men have been now and again dug up in England 
and elsewhere, and at this present moment there is on view at the 
Vavilion Musie-hall an uncommonly lofty specimen caught in 
Egypt. yet all a-blowing and a-growing. But the School Boards 
have knocked Dean Swift’s hero out of the market, and the 
juvenile realisation of Robinson is a eetty young lady in long silk 
stockings pretending to be a boy. ere will come a time when 
Poor Pa won't be believed to be any more a real person than Pick- 
wick, nnd even my identity be mixed up and disputed. 

Robinson this year at the Grand at Merrie Islington is Miss 
Jessie Preston, a charming Robinson of great dash, spirit, and 
cleverness, Charles Wilmot’s pantomimes, as far back as I can 
remember, are always 
fall of funand go, snd 
this year's specimen, 
Robinson Crusoe, or, 
Harlequin Good Man 
Friday who Kept the 
House Tid y,and Sweet 
Dolly DPerkine of 
Wapping Old Staira, 
if not quite so, ap. 
proaches the —high- 
water mark, Well, it 
is written by Geoffrey 
Thorn, so that ought 
to be good enough for 
Vou, 

rhe pantomime be- 
sins with one of those 
dear old) dark scenes 
that all) true panto- 
mime lovers must 
always delight in. 
There, hoarse of voice 
und energetic in their ; Soza : 
potting against the ll a 
ero and heroine, we Polly: GEORGINA PRESTON. 
lind our old friends 
Vanderdecken, the Dutchman who flew; Will Watch the Rold 
Sinuggler; Captain Kidd, the treasure hider; and the late J. F. 
Coopers Red Rover, 

Then came the voyage, the wreck, the rescue from death, the 
siving of poor Friday, and the home life on the island in the 
“semi-bethatehed villa,” with the pet parrot, cat, dog, canary, lion, 
'. bear. goat, and monkey. Defve's story is, in vinces, carefull 
reproduced, and the wreck is well managed. But there is no lack 
of fanev in other portions of the show, and special mention should 
he made of the Anemones Bower, much deeper down in the deep, 
deep sex than living or dead body could ever rench, and where 
boiled I bsters, erabs, and dried haddocks are as frisky as unboiled 

and undried tish ever were anywhere. 

lhe necing all round is very good. Miss Georgina Preston as 
‘oily Perkins isa great favourite with her graceful dancing. The 
Sisters Harold are all there in a hornpipe, and the Sisters Spencer 
acquit themselves well when they get a look in. In_this version 
of Robinson 
Crusoe, Friday 
has a wife by the 
name of Topsy, 
brightly played 
by Miss Nellie 
Christie, whilst 
Friday himself is 
capitally ren- 
dered by Mr. J. 
M, Jones. 

What am I to 
say about Mr. 
Harry Randall's 
Mrs, Crusoe? 
Well, I'll tell_you 
right away. You 
could not well 
hope for any- 
thing funnier. 
Ile represents 2 
cruelly down-at- 
heel old lady full 
of troubles — 
what with Polly 
_ Perkins and her 
son's goings on, 
und the goings 
on of the inter- 
fering ma‘am on 
the ground tloor, 
Arthur Alex- 
ander, too, 13 
Will Atkins, is 
very humorous, 
‘ind T really may say that it is a very Jong while since I saw such 
ood acting as is to be found this year at the Grand, Islington. 

My advice to one and all is do the Grand, but, of course, 1 mean 
bay honestly for your seats. 


|] in Nottingham- 
y 


( 


\W 
\ 
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Will Athins: 
ARTHUR ALEXANDER, 


Mrs, Crusoe: 
Hankey RANDALL. 


ALLY GLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY- 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


—_——_~1o—-—_—_ 


QLOPER'S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 

Eminent Physician practising in the West End of London, 
and will be found invalun le in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


20 Carlisle Mansions, Victoria, 8.W., October 22nd, 1894, 
GESTLEMEN,—T am inch obliged for the S.oven’s PILLS, Lhey were 
strongly recommended by a fricid, and T have much pleasure in endorsing his 
guod opinion, T find them a mild, effective, useful and most excellent medicine. 
Faithfully yours, CHARLES CULLETTE, 
To Messrs, GURDEN & Co, 


3 Endymion Road, Finsbury Park, N., October 25th, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co, 

GENTLEMEN,—On the recommendation of a friend, I gave your Pills a fair 
trial, and I fonnd them all that can be desired. I suffer very much from an 
inactive Liver, und the many and one troubles that arise on that account, Since 
taking the piils as directed, I have not only been much relieved from the 
‘lepression T so long suffered from, but I have felt better in every way—happier 
sud brighter, and hope, with a little more rest—as I have been working at great 

wessure for some months, to be able to regain something of my old form. The 
iver is to me the root of all evil, or, should I say, the seat, and your Pills had a 
marvellously beneficial effect upon this mysterious and unmanageable organ, 
They are really a blessing to mankind at large. I never mean to be without a 
box of them in the house. I um, gentlemen, yours most faithfully, 
ALFRED BRYAN. 

a T.S.—I enclose stamps fur two more boxes, which please send to the above 
adilress, 


16 Royal Promenade, Clifton, Nr. Bristol, November 23rd, 1494, 
DEAR Stns,—Kindly forwanl me three more boxes of your Pills, I have 
found the greatest benefit from them—they really are genuine, I suffered from 
headaches and indigestion for several months, and tried many well-known 
remedies without relief ; therefore, on the recommendation of a friend, I tried 
SLOPER'S I’ILLs, ami aim only too pleased to testify to their excellent propertics. 
I shall always kcep them, and recommend all my friends to do the same, knowing 
as I do their real value. If you care to publish my appreciatior of the Pills you 

are at liberty to do so. Postal order for Pills enclosed. Yours truly. 
HARRIETT WRIGHT. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF ITE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 9}2 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


989 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


OUR UNIVERSAL PROVIDER. 


It’s been said somewhere or other that the great secret of the 
success of a very well-known West-end tradesman has been that 
he never let 2 customer go away unserved, no matter what it was 
that he wanted. It was his proud boast that at one or other of the 
countless “ departments” at his vast establishment you could buy 
anything from a second-hand coftin to a litter of bull-pups, or a 
nest of young dodos to an artificial glass eye. 

We've got that enterprising tradesman’s double, down in our 
village of Barleymope. 

He's as smart as a waggonload of monkeys, and his name's 
MeShuggasanders. It isn't over often that veyoucg fellows down 
at the debating club “take him on,” for, to tell you the truth, he’s 
pretty good at a bit of repartee; but Billy Splynte, the son of the 
village vet., essnyed to have a lark with the old ‘wn the other 
afternoon, Well, it needs something to cheer up this jaded, joyless 
February. Old Mac is always bragging that, like his London 
prototype, he'll sell you anything you'll buy, and if he hasn't got it 
in stock will get it precious quick, so_in Billy went, during the 
busiest hour on Saturday evening, and pushing some of the old 
women who thronged the counter aside, said to old Mac: 

* Er—you keep pretty near everything here, don't you?” 

“1 do,” said old Mac, rather suspiciously. “ What can 1 have 
the pleasure of getting you?” 

“ Well—er—if you've got it in stock—a small bottle of syrup of 
stypticsquilljimson.” — . 

Stypticsquilljimson! I tell vou, we fellows waiting outside 
fairly roared with Iwughter. Bill stood there expecting old Mune to 
cave in, but Mac didn't, He disappeared behind the piles of soap 
and biscuit boxes, and Bill began to wonder what was going to 
happen. Presently the old tradesman re-appeared with a small 
plial of some red and treacly stull. . s 

+ [s—is—er—that the syrup?” asked Bill; “the pure syrup?” 

“It ix, sir, the finest West Indian preparation for retarding 
hereditary softening of the brain, If I were you I'd take the whole 
dose at bedtime—thank you—three shillings.” 

Bill paid the three shillings aud took the stuff from old Mac, 
because he couldn’t think of anything to say ; but didn’t all the 
old women titter—slightly !—and didn’t Bill swear when he came 
outside! A bit! 


A HAPPY NEIGHBOURHOOD. 


ILE was an elderly respectable househunter, somewhat parsonic 
in appearance, and, of all incongruous spots in the civilised globe 
in which to look fora suitable residence, he had hit upon Battersea. 
For it ain't all Battersea ns goes to work on a Monday—no, nor 
the tirst half o’ Tuesday either for that matter, and so he said to 
the simple but smiling caretaker who showed him over one 
se desteatle” villa: 

“It may be only my fancy, but there seems to me to be a deal of 
drunkenness in Battersea 2” : 

“Oh, 1 dunno, sir,” replied the man left in charge, ST always 
thought that the Battersea ponzelo-shifters earried their drink 
wretty well, They don't show it, 1 know, like the Putney lot, for 
Instance——" : : 

“Tut, tut. man, [ didn’t mean that,” interrupted the prospective 
tenant, “but the indulgence in the habit itself—" 

“Oh, Battersea boys is rare fond o' their boose!” blunted the 
other, frankly. 

“But surely—do you mean to say that John Burns or some of 
your members or leaders have never induced you to try local 

rtion ?” 
ont don't think so, sir—not as I think it ‘ud sell if they did 
interdooce it. Yer see that old ale at the Falcon wants a bit o' 
beatin’, whilst, if you can only afford sperrits, they've got a tap o' 
Special Scotch at the Nightlizghtmakers Arms, to say nothink o 
that fi'penny rum at the York, as = 

But the elderly and respectable one was half-way down to the 
steamboat pier. 
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A JOCULAR TRAGEDY. 


—~— 


THIS is the story of a man who achieved a sudden reputation, 
And, let me tell vou, that for unmiti- 


and couldn't live up te it. 
gated misery and 
simple horror, you 
com search the 
world’s tragedies 
through, from 
“Hamlet” to 
“Sweeney Todd,” 
without ‘finding 
nnything to touch 
it. 

The man himself 
was 2 decent, ordi- 
Mary, averuge, . 
every-day sort of 2; 
chap, on the right 
side of thirty,and ~ 
his name was 
Brown. At least L 
think it was 
Brown, Not that 
it really matters ; 
but at all events he 
was a commission 
agent, and as all 
commission azents 
are usually named 
Brown, we'll call 
him Brown. 

One day, then, 
Brown, by the 
merest tluke in 
the world, chanced 
to find himself in really good society. And, make no mistake, 
when a man of Brown’s stump tinds himself surrounded, so to 
speak, by a popular actor, a big City magnate, an editor of a well- 
known comic periodical, and the sole proprietor of s world-famed 
votent pill, he may tlatter himself that he really is in good society. 

sut this is digressing. 

What the topic of conversation was signifies but little. Suffice 
to note that in the midst of it Brown let fall a witticism that 
instantaneously convulsed his hearers, and sent them into fits of 
good, honest laughter. And, mind you, it really sas a joke of the 
lirst water; 2 joke, figuratively speaking, of purest ray serene, 
To state this is but common justice, Whether Brown had read it 
in a book, or made it up “ out of his own head,” is a matter that 
concerns us not. His listeners were surprised ; and perchance had 
Brown died at that moment, his immortality had been assured. 
But, alas! it was not to be. 

“ By Galen! Mr. Brown,” cried the pill es, “Gf you can 
work me up something of the sort that will pan out as an adver- 

oe . tisement, you may name 
ile 7. your own terms! 

: “Absolutely the 
smartest thing I ever 
heard in my life,” mur. 
mured the actor, “You 
must certainly allow me 
to propose you at the 
Garrick, Brown. I'll 
guarantee your election, 
and you'll have the 
chance of tumbling 
ucross a few foe. 
men worthy of your 
steel.” 

“1 shall be proud to 
add you to my list of 
contributors, Brown," 
whispered the editor. 
* Any ‘copy ’ you choose 
to send in shall receive 
my immediate attention 
and I don’t think you'll 
grumble at the scale of 
payment.” 

_ Mr. Brown,” said the 
city magnate, taking 
him aside, “you must 
dine with me to-morrow, 
Positively, I will take 
no refusal. You know 
my address? Eight 
o'clock, sharp!" 

Proud, happy and hazy, Brown contrived to suitably acknow- 
ledge each individual’s commendation, Little he knew that 
Nature in that one effort had exhausted herself. 

* 


His listeners were surprised. 


\ 
wy 


“Ina hired dress-suit.” 


* * * * e 

“The fellow actually came to my place in a hired dress-suit!” 
spluttered the city magnate, indignantly. “The impostor! Why, 
his conversation would have disgraced a tenth-rate billiard saloon | 
And I invited Oscar Fame specially to meet him; and now every- 
body's asking me how I discovered tiie new wit, 1 shall never 
able to hold up my head again!” 

“You should have read the stuff he sent me,” said the editor, 
with deep disgust. “Why, even a a'penny comic would have 
refused it!” 

* And his idea for a humorous ad. !" moaned the pill-proprietor. 
“Why, I thought seriously of swallowing some of my own globules 
as a counter-irritant !” 

The actor shrugged his shoulders. Meanwhile, the earth revolved 
on its axis once in twenty-four hours, as usual, 


* * a * * ° 
If it be considered that, up to the utterance of this fatal joke, 
Brown had led, com- 
paratively = speaking, 
n blameless life, the 
full horror of the 


situation is easily 
grasped, 
Hehad been a model 


husband, a good 
father, and had paid 
his rent and taxes 
with praiseworthy 
regularity. Docile 
unimaginative and 
unambitious, the :fin- 
ied of scorn had never 

n pointed in his 
direction, while, in 
addition to a weekly 
attendance at the 
parish church, he had 
subscribed annually 
to three popular 
charities. 

He is now a wife- 
heater and a wine- 
bibber, and = his 
children flee from his 
scowl. Executions 
are common in_ his 
house, and he blas- 
phemes at the suggestion of charity, or at the idea of a kindly word, 

For, alas! he has tasted the momentary sweets of popularity. and, 
unfitted to bear the burden of so much greatness. ix, soured andl 
disappointed, doomed to walk the earth a brandless Cain! 


Flee trom his scowl, 


“There's sixpence for you, and remember how 
charitable I am.” “ Yea, mum, I'll do my best for 
you, and send all my pals round.” 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 377.—Miss Cissig CRANFORD. 


“Sweetheart, be mine, I am thy slave henceforwari.” 
—The Dook Snook, 


“Who could withstand so many perfect charms?” —/urd Pob, 


“ My heart, fair maid, is safely in thy keeping.” 
—The Ifon, Billy, 


(1) The Elder, who, owing to long bachelor experience, is a perfect dab at 
cooking, was expectin’ Tammy McParritch tae denner, and as he was pittin’ 
the final artistic touch intae the kail, there cam’ a knock tae the door, “Come 
in, ye deevil, an’ stam on nae ceremony !" yelled McNab, 


Ly 
» 
JRA Jee 

4 
“TI gay, Jack.” “Well, old chap?” “Do you 
think she will ask us to take her to suppery” 
“Why, old chap?” “ Because we have only half a 
crown between us.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS ANNIE SCHUBERTH. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


She. The Japanese use 


A. SLOPER has never becn so bothered in his life as he was when behind the scenes 
of the Lyceum Theatre the other afternoon, He was there purely ou a niatter of 
busincss,and not,as his friend Oscar Barrett would appear to imagine, to frivvle; aml 
he was not only prepared but determined to execute that business to the best of his 
humble ability—and didn't.——(1) “ Look here, SLOPER,” said Oscar, “ this isa heavy 
piece——" “ Heavy, my dear Oscar!” cried A, SLOPER; “why, it fs light, fantastic, 
fairy-like and delightful!" “ Thank you,” said Mr, Barrett, collly ; “but you know 
what I mean, and we want all the stage to ourselves.” And A. SLOPE was only 
posturing all over the shop to display importance—entirely as a matter of business ! 
“Oscar, what mean you?” inquired A. SLOPER, with a touch of hawfeur in his voice. 
“Simply that you will have to clear--sharp!" “But, my Oscar, J am waiting to 
iuterview Miss Annie Schuberth, who plays Robin Hood so charmingly.” ‘ Where's 
Roxborough?" cricd Mr. Barrett, rushing away scemingly in search of him. 
A. SLorER breathed freely. He might here mention, by the way, that Picton 
Itoxborough, a fine young actor, standing about seven feet two inches, impersonates 
Little John.—(2) “Come hither, little page,” said A. SLOVER to a sprightly page- 
boy standing by. “ Why,’ cried the page, “if it isu't old AlLy!" © Why,” cried 
A. SLoren, “if it isn’t my dear friend, Clara Jecks! I say, Clara, I want to 


© WEATHER CHAT. 
et per pucket-handkerchiefa, 


He, Ah—tissue paper, I presume. 
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“What do you think, dear? Charley will jot 
allow me tosmoke cigarettes in the bedroom, | ,/. 
wish I could obtain a divorce,"—£rtract /. ., 
Letter of Young Lady. 


E> 


interview Schuberth ; take me to her, there's a dear.” “Come along, okl man,” «| 
Mias Jecks, with a roguish twinkle in her eve. And she took him down—down int 
the gloomy and intricate depths below the stage. “Wait here,” said she, ai 
vanished. “After half an hour or so he began to think that she had befooled him,:! 
bribing a stage hand he happened to tumble across with the promise of 9 pint when 
thev met ont-ide, he was conducted on the stage again. —(3) “ Well, darling,” si | 
he to a charming little bridesmaid, “if you will tell me where to find Miss Anu 
Schuherth, I will see if I can find a peppermint drop in my waistcoat pocket. Ha 

here it is! The last of a penn’orth I bought on the Serpentine while doing a littl. 
skating the other day.” But the little bridesmaid turned up her nose and upcn her 
heel simultaneously. — (4) At that moment Miss Schuberth appeared dressed « 
Robin Hood. “ Miss S., dear Miss S., one moment!” cried he, “Stand off!" ene! 
she, fixing an arrow to her bow. A. SLOPER is rot invulnerable, so he stool 0. 
Just then he heard Mr. Barrett shouting out to someone excitedly, “There he | 

there he is !"——(5) And before the Wreck had time to grasp the full meaning « 
the situation he found himeelf in the grasp of the gigantic Roxborough, who, taki. 
him under his arm as easily as one might a baby, deposited him outside the =tice 
door, For two pius A. SLovER would have— (UA, yes, we know.—Lv. 


THE ELDER ENTERTAINS AN ANGEL UNAWARES. 


(2) The door opened, and there rushed in the Free Kirk Meenister o' Tapsel-Toosie 
perrish. “Shame !—shame on ye, ye deep-dyel, sacrileegious heepycrit! I've lau: 
suspected ye're fameeliarity wi’ Satan. It was time, inleed, for me to be here to stop 
ye're impious incantations, A bonuie-like Elder u' the Estayblished, * etc., etc. 


(3) A short hanf-hoor efter, the Free Kirk Meenister 0° Tapsel-Tooi". 
adorned wi’ an auld nicht shirt o' MeNab‘s, said tue hissel : “Aw think 
mann be a saint noo; the robe's a’ richt, but Aw’ thinkin’ the bo 
Tuvnd ma heil's a bit heavy au’ u tit lone,” 
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“laa Newt Waele 
' OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A grecting, noble friends and patrons, a right merry greeting to you one and all. A bit chilly 
standing about in the cold, isn’t it? Hope I haven't kept you waiting long. Walk this way please 
walk this way, and we'll get to business at once.—' ix certainly a trifle hard, That refcreca should officers to Russia go.—There, that’s the lot, and Tdon't think you can honestly grumble at that, can 
ned a quard :—In future German guus will be, Aderned to wark their victurce :—What, make you! Well up tomy usual mark, isn’t it?) See vou all again at the same time next week, | hope. 
them nocelists ! absurd The idea is, upon my word :-—At the Aquarium you know, Js to be scenthis Va, ta, then, for the present.—TIE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


novel show :—Pray let us hope this wretched feud, Will very shortly now conclude :—Among the 
rest we mourn the day The noble statesman passed away :—To pay the tribute that they owe, These 


NOT JUST YET. 


ART HAS ITS LIMITS. 


“Yea, very sad about poor old Blackenwite—gone fair off his 
enion, poor old chap. Started to do an ugly valentine to send to his 
uiother-in-law on the 14th—couldn't get it ugly enough!" 


BLIND MAN'S BUFF. 
Please note Frel's frantic efforts to escape. 


AFTER THE SMOKER. 
“Say, Jim, don't yon think that wavh has done me good 2" * Yans, “Do yon think we ean pretend not to see her?” me “rh? Make haste en crosser line before train goesh by? Nom 
Yeu look as white as snow. London snow with u toy on, T mean.” No, dear; why, she’s going to give a ball next mouth, me! Tean shee red light mos' d'stinetly 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


WHAT on earth can be the matter with that eceentric old 
rentleman, the Clerk of the Weather?) Either he has been indalz- 
ing in toomuch whisks 
since the festive season, 
or he is suffering from 
the chronic hump. His 
Vagaries during the last 
week or two have been 
really alarming, and 
should he continue his 
pranks for another few 
months there will not 
be a man, wouun, or 
child left alive in poor 
old England, 


HAvE you been to 
the Egyptian Hall 
lately? No? Then by 
all means go. Eng- 
land’s Homeof Mystery 
is more mysterious than 
ever, and the marvels 
that are — performed 
there (twice daily) 
passeth «ll comprehen. 
sion, Trulv is Mr. J. 
N. Maskelvne the King 
of Magicians, and a 
wondering populace 
shall for ever worship 
at his throne. 


THE Moth-Eaten Fabric has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon Mr. G. WALLIS ARTHUR, because he's a 
born humorist, “Feyther,” warbled the azure-orbed bos, “why 
doesn’t he go on the ‘alls? you know as well as 1 do he's ‘ad 
several tempting orfors.”. And the Old Man could only answer 
that it was entirely owing to Arthur's modesty, but hoped his new 
venture up Islington way would turn up trumps, 


* 

WE have just received 2 copy of the World's Number of Zhe 
Paper Maker, the general yet up of which has quite taken our 
breath away, The compiling and printing of this publication 
must have cost 2 small fortune, and as consequently great profits 
must ensue, we are thinking seriously of turning the “ HALF- 
Howipay ” into a trade journal. i 


s 

THIS strange, but, nevertheless, true story will doubtless be 
appreciated by some of our readers, It was ata fancy dress ball 
and she had decided to go to 
that ball in the character of a 
snowtlake, She had to walk 
n few hundred yards in a 
severe snowstorm, — Unfor- 
tunately, in the middle of her 
journey her umbrella blew 
inside out, Theapplause which 
greeted her on her appearance 
in the ball-room was so great 
that the committee imme- 
diately lumped the prizes to- 
xether and gave her the lot. 
They asserted that they had 
never seen so excellent a 
representation in their life. 

Ld 
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A. SLOPER is not at all 
ashamed of the rumour that 
he was seen staggering down 
Fleet Street last week. What 
would you?) The Eminent, 
though juvenile in A aa is 
not so in years, and the frost 
had made the pavement like 
glass. Who is it that takes 
such a delight in the circula- 
tion of these base calumnies ?! 


s 

More skating, and, of 
course, more ice fatalities. 
Oh, the pity of it, that upon 
every occasion when this 
delightful pastime is possible, loss of life seems the inevitable 
consequence, +8 

THE assertion which paralysed the country last week, that the 
editor of Larks! had resigned, is happily only one of those 
xtatements which are ever being put about by the envious. The 
Chief of England's great ha'p’orth may ever be found at his post. 


s 

CHARMING Miss Madge Rockingham has stolen the hearts of 
all_ male Doncastrians who have witn her _pertormance as 
Robinson Crusoe at the Royal Opera House. Miss Rockingham 
has a delightful voice, and during her eleven years’ stage experi- 
ence this fair artiste has played countless parts in comic opera and 
burlesque, al ia lg with pleasing success.. The Agéd’s blessing upon 
your sweet head, Madge. ee 
= 


DEsPITE repeated protests, A. SLOPER has announced his inten- 
tion of not seeking re-election upon the County Council. This is 
well. There are far too many jays upon it as it is, 


s 

Mr, Epwarp Terry has made a triumphal return to his new 
theatre, and it shoul: be a very long time before any of the savoury 
courses in his 
. triple bill of 
fare’ need re- 
acement. 
the principal 
dish is, of 
course, An 
Innocent 
Abroad, the 
screamingly 
funny farce 
which has 
} been running 
four years in 
America, and 
is quite good 
enough toplay 
the same time 
here. Mr. 
Te rry, Mr. 
Hendrie, and 
= Mr. Bentty, 
and Mes. 
dames Me- 
Intosh, Des- 
mond and 
Danvers are 
seen to great 
advantage in 
this delight- 
fully fresh and novel work. The ‘pope manager also appears as 
the Duke's servant, in High Life Below Stairs, and never perhaps 
has this clever skit been interpreted by such a capital company. 

An evening at Terry's is one continual feast of enjoyment. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MARYLEBONITES ave well favoured, indes i, in having within 
their midst a music-hall of the calibre of the Metropolitan, Drop- 
ping in the other evening to have * 

w friendly chat and a drop of 
© Unsweetened” with his old pal, 
Henri Clark, A. SLopri was 
quite dumbfounded to tind a 
programme equal in quality and 
quantity to most of our West 
End Halls being discussed, First 
and foremost among the artistes 
engaged was Gus Elen, with some 
of his very best songs. Then 
came Fannie Leslie, whom we 
never remember to have seen in 
better form, Then there was 
Charles Collette, a comedian who 
might add to his popularity by 
smartening up his “ patter.” Last, 
but not least, came Paul Marti- 
netti, with his troupe of clever 
pantomimists. Robert Macaire, 
the sketch in which they ap- 
peared, is, undoubtedly, one of 
the best in their repertoire, and 
is worth seeing once, twice, or 
even thrice. « « 

s 


It is not often an opportunity 
is given one of getting drun 
under the eyes of the law. Well, 
A. SLOPER had that chance given 
him one evening last week and 
readily accepted it. It was at the 
Annual Festival of the City of London Police at the Cannon 
Street Hotel, when “full steam ahead everyone” was the order of 
the night. And everyone did put on full steam with a vengeance, 
and the Eminent found himself snapping his fingers in the faces 
of several of those stalwart gentlemen, before whose glance he has 
more than once been known to cower. 


s 
REALLY Mrs. Thompson is irrepressible. The heroine of the 
Strange Paternity Case once again turned up at the Law Courts 
last week, and told the poor Master of the Rolls what she thought 
of him pretty plainly. The lady's opinion wasn’t very compli- 
mentary, and a special meeting o' judges was arranged in order to 
put a stop to Mrs. T.’s annoying habit of interrupting legal biz. 
Ve may now expect her to transfer her embarrassing attentions to 

the Queen, ee 

s 


Upon Friday, February 8th, the Pensioners of the Cabdrivers’ 
Benevolent Association will be entertained at dinner, at St. James's 
Hall Restaurant. e 
A. SLOPER is very 
glad to hear that 
this useful society 
is in a flourishing 
condition, and tu 
know that the ex- 
cellent charitable 
work of the late 
Mr. Stormont 
Murphy in con- 
nection with it, is 
Being carried out 
by his daughter, 
Miss Helen Stor- 
mont Murphy. Ic 
is largely due to 
the benevolent in- 
terest of this Indy 
that the pensioners 
of the association 
are enabled to 
enjoy the oe- 
easional — festival 
dinners and sum- 
mer outings they 
do, and keep the 
wolf from the door 
in their old age. 


* 

THE German 
Emperor had a birthday recently. and bestowed, we see, the Order 
of the Red Eagle upon sundry of his ofticers, It is rumoured in 
Kerlin that William intends to confer the Order of the Pink Rat 
upon A. SLOPER. This is appropriate, anyhow, 


= 
WE understand that Inst year was the most successful one on 
record so far as the Royal Aquarium is concerned. Over six per 
cent. was realized, with a capital of over £20,000 in hand. This is 
good news indeed and shows what it is possible for an enterprising 
manager, backed up by a capable staff, te do tor a place of amuse- 
ment, no matter how low down the scale of popular resorts it may 
previously have been, es 
s 


WE notice that at an autograph sale held last week, short 
autograph letters written by some of our leading literary lights, 
were sold for from seven to ten shillings each. By some strange 
oversight, none of A. SLOPER's caligraphy was offered for sale. 
This can easily be rectified, as short letters, love or otherwise, in 
the Eminent’s handwriting can be obtained at “The Sloperies.” 
Price five shillings each, Si 

3 


_A. SLOPER never did like private buses, and he believes he is 
right in assuming that his antipathy is shared by a very large 
number of people. The 
conductors of these 
privateer vehicles are 
not unfrequently very 
disagreeable personages 
for an elderly gentle- 
man like the Eminent 
to have business re- 
lations with, and their 
abuse of those who 
venture to complain of 
their extortion is nut 
often appreciated by 
those at whom it is di- 
rected. Now, however, 
that the Wreck learns 
from a recent case that 
many of the pirate con- 
ductors are actually the 
associates of, if not 
in league with certain 
members of the light- 
fingered fraternity, he 
has decided to give the 
virates a very wide 

rth in future. And 
there are doubtless 
many who will follow 
his example. 


* 
A MINISTRY has at 
last been formed in 
Franee. which may 


possibly last about seven days; but we mustn’t be too sanguine. 
A blow of the nose in the wrong place would ofttimes suffice to 


upset a French Cabinet 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 
ACALENDAn For THR WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY léTH, [5 


Oth February, 1770.—On this day was born, at p)),:;,, 
a a le. called ‘Andrew Whiston, A writer in 1813 SIYS Of i, 
nt the «of forty-three: * To many of our readers the pers, 
this man must be perfectly familiar, Having lodged for q,. . |) 
four years at No. 4 Paris Gardeus, near Bankside, he is 3), 
to be'seen in that neighbourhood, on the cast side of the su;,,, 
Road. He forms altogether a disgusting little figure, pushiny |; 
self along ona small cart that moves upon wheels, His w;, 
height does not exceed two feet.” He lived on charity, and \,,. 
xnid to have saved 2 good deal of money. He proposed mayri;... 
to « waterman’s widow, and made her several handsome presi; 
but after he had actually sent the money to pay for publisiii:,., 
banna, the ridicule of all her acquaintances caused her to tir, 
him over, 
llth February, 1712. —The Dauphiness of Frane-, },..;, 
Adelaide, died this day in her twenty-sixth year. Six davs hin; 
her husband, Louis, the Dauphin, died, aged thirty. His eu..: 
son, who was five years old, died a few days after, 
12th February, 1688.—“ My daughter,” says Evelyn uni. 
this date, “ going in the conch to visite in the Citty, a jolt the 
doore being not fast shut) flung her quite out in such manner 4, 
the hind wheeles passed over her a little above her knees, Y¢+ j; 
vleased God, besides the bruises of the wheeles, she had no «ti; 
harme. In two days she was able to walke, and soone att; 
perfectly well.” 
18th February, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this dis 
says: “A novel kind of duel, with a tragical termination, jas 
just taken place outside Paris between two rivals in the affections 
of the buxom barmaid of a wine tavern. The rivals were broth+:., 
and they resolved to drink copious libations of fiery and undiluted 
rum until one or both should be overpowered. The alcohvli- 
article sold as ‘pure Jamaica’ in Parisian taverns is bad enous) 
when well watered, but when taken neat and in large quantitie: ;; 
is worse than the poisonous absinthe with which too many French. 
men ply themselves ad libitum, The brothers pene their ‘rum 
duel’ before the eyes of their damsel, who supplied them with th- 
deleterious concoction as they called for it. At last one of the: 
fell down by the side of the counter, and was carried home car. 
fully nnd restured. The other went out into the frosty air full of 
hanes, caught a chill, and died, thus leaving the field free tu his 
rival. 
14th February, 1895.—St. Valentine’s Day. In “ Brands 
Antiquities” it is stated that “In Oxfordshire the children ,, 
about collecting pence, singing : 
“*Goal-morrow, Valentine, 
First ‘tis yours, then ‘tis mine, 
So please give me a Valentine.’ 
The children of Meldreth, in Cambridgeshire, go about asking for 
a penny loaf on this day. The words they sing are as follows : 
“*Curl your hair as I do mine, 
Two afore and two ahind, 
And f will be your Valentine.’” 


15th February. 1802. — John Martin, writing this day 
from the Axe and Gate, Westminster, says: “Wolves may ut 
ouly be found in France as well as in the forests of Poland and 
White Russia, but they abound even in the vicinity of Paris.” 


16th February, 1754.—Dr. Mead, who died this day, wa: 
instrumental in promoting inoculation for the small-pox. The 
Prince of Wales, in 1721, desired him to superintend the inoculs. 
tion of some condemned criminals, The experiment proved su: 
cessful and the criminals were given their liberty. 


———— 


HALF-SEAS OVER. 
“A RIGHT little, tight little island!" they say, 
When they're sounding the praises of Britain ; 
But 1 own that I'm not ina mighty big way 
With our insular rectitude smitten. fs 
And the bard would moreover, | think, have been right 
Had he called—not the isle, but—the islanders tight ! 


AT THE GOLDEN GATES. 

BEHIND the sapphire wicket in the Golden Gate, St. Peter sat 
ehecking the bookings: It had been a very quiet evening. and a 
good railway smash or an American cyclone gale would hiv 
brightencd up the business considerably. A trembling femar 
shade presently knocked timidly at the wicket. . . 

: “Married or single?” asked St. Peter, as he slung his optic over 
er. 

“ Married,” the shade answered. 

“St. Peter shook his head dolefully. 

“ Anything to say in extenuation?” he asked. . 

“Well, there was, 1 think, one good quality I think I possessed, 
meekly responded the applicant in a voice of hopefulness. . 

“What was it?—come, hurry up, I can't waste all the evenin; 
with you!” ; . 

“It was this,” continued the shade, more boldly, “I lived i 
times that other women called fin de siéelr, yet I never attemp'et 
to get upon auy board or council, or to make rules for men, nev 
had my hair cut short, never pined for a divided skirt. weve 
subscribed for any paper that claimed to be produced ‘by women 
for women,’ never rode, or wanted to ride, 2 bie or tri-cycle, never 
‘went through’ my husband's trousers pockets while he was as-r"! 
—or at any other time, for that matter—never said a blessed worl 
about woman's work never being done, and absolutely never 
entered a draper’s shop whilst 2 clearance sale was on, Never— 

But St. Peter had rushed out and grabbed her by the shoul: 

“Come along in. my girl. come along in.” he cried, “we keep! 
first row of the stalls for living marvels. bat you're the first tht, 
turned up. Here, take this ticket—No. Al, prompt side—or wou 
you sooner sit in the middle?” oa 

“No.” she said, “that'll do—I'm not particular.’ And as+h 

massed down the alabaster passage, St. Peter couldn't help exelun- 
Ing. in the words of a song hed heard echoed from the earl. 
* There's a picture for you!” 


-_-——_>—_ -— 


WHO'S DAT A-GRUMBLIN'. , 

A PELLOW as calls himself a “constant reader,” and adopts 1 
nom de plume of * A bit too Sparky’ for Peckham,” seems to wit! 
to complain about something that A. SLOPER, anyway, cant alter 
He writes : “ When the frost is on the pear-tree and the east w'! 
fairly ‘owls, and there's ‘ourseness in the cackle o' yer next-d¢ 
neizhbour's fowls, and there's clackin’ from the roosters and c¢ 
plainin’ from the pens. and the bantam hallylooyers when 0-t: 
in’ to his ‘ens, that’s the time when City fellers ain't n-feclin * 
their best, when the lightnin’ and the thunderin’ upsets al! |: 
bloomin’ rest, ax he leaves the ‘ouse ench mornin’ to the cack!!! 
0 ae fowls, when the frost is on his boko and the east wind fair! 
owls!” ae 

The only thing the old man knows of likely to prove efficact'™ 
is to book a supply of sealding pudding-cloths from that shop tt 
scents Rye Lane, and apply them hourly to the part where 
pain is keenest. 

a ees 
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DISTURBERS OF THE PIECE. 


~The Labit of coming late to the play seems to be growing apace: so 
om ioctl sv, that coutroversies have now arisen on the matter, 


Soe ‘ 
rie Ma") 
inte Pm Fe 


WHEN you go to 
the play 
You should 
always go late, 
For thereby you 
way 
be thought 
people of 


van \ ogenne 
X-., 


J 


\ weight— 

Mis <=, Though, like 

ly rabble, you 

f babble and 

| gubble, 

vs You can thus 
make an en- 


trance in atate. 


What matter if 
folks é 
Coming — early 

(what rot !) 
Are enjoying the 


the plot, 

Or are cheerful or 
fearful or tear- 
ful 

Regarding the heroine's lot ? 


Why the deuce should you care 
Yor their frowns (as they wait 
As you pass to your chair, 
Keeping well on the prate)? 
Hanz mummers and all early comers— 
Keep babbling and always go late! 


——__.>—___ 


TOLD IN THE BAR. 


The speaker's words caused us to examine him somewhat more 
entively than had been the case during a brief casual conver- 
ion. There was much truth in the remark, certainly. Shamb- 
zg, shabby, besotted, he looked one of the last persons one would 
e with the idea of a prosperous tradesman. His story should 
interesting, we thought. ‘Let's hear all about it,” we said, 
A ua tad 7 are you drinking :” , 
The poor fellow’s eyes glistened as he drained his glass and 
shed it forward for replenishment. Then, having obtained the 
-ired refreshment, he nodded his respects, took a stimulating sip 
his gin and water, and cleared his throat for business. 
“It's like this ‘ere, sir, vou 
he commenced. “I 
the ‘ot sausage 
e, doin’ well at it, I was, | 
. and the little shop in 
vory Lane used to be that 
waded, we couldn't ‘arf find 
m for the patrons. There's 
methink uncommon hap- : 
tizing about the haroma of : 
frizzling sausage to my = 
inking, sir, it’s really won- 
rful the attraction it ‘as for 
mie natur’s, 
“Well, sir, as I snid before, 
wos doin’ well and puttin 
yay money, when the ser- 
t crorses my path in the 
rson of Ike Lazarus from 
e Stoowed Eel Shop 'igher 
Of course, 1 don’t eny 
comin’ there ’adn’t 


for 


was only com. anes 
competition, yer know, sir, and don’t justifv the 
low, dirty trick ‘e served me. Wot was it? well, I'm 
g to that now. One day, just when the shop was fullest, 
walks a strange cove, sits himself down an’ orders two sausages 
a portion of mashed. Well, ’e wires into ‘em proper for a few 
innets, till all of a sudden down goes ‘is knife and fork with a 
tter that makes everybody look up and see ‘im ghastly pale, 
rin’ ‘orror-struck at somethink on ‘is plate. z 

**'Ere, waiter,’ he calls out, ‘wot d'yer call this ‘ere in my 
neage 2” 

cate yous chap I’ad to‘and round the plates goes forward and 
a look, 


i “* Dunno, don’t yer?’ says the stranger in a loud voice, ‘well, 1 
ted oomin’ well do, then, that's all; come and look ‘ere, gents, he 
ver outs, addressin’ the other customers, ‘if this ain't a tom cat's 
ver w mixed up in the sausage meat, strike mea stiff ‘un, that's all! 
ret “Well, there it was, sir, true enough, put it in ‘isself, of course, 
ef y believe that, and they all went outside 
f d_ wos very ill indeed. Oh! I know it was Ike Lazarus as ‘ad 
inl ed the fellow, but I couldn't prove it. yer know, and that’s ‘ow 


v business in the Borough went wrong, sir.” 
” But,” we remarked, “you said it was in Drury Lane your shop 
8, 


“Did [ now?” he said, reflectively, as he finished his gin, “ well, 
‘tt Just shows how the thought of it all effects me even now. 
at _—s deep-drawn sigh, he shuffled out again into the cold, 
tiless world, 

—— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 22.—THE WHITE LION GIRL. 
WHITE Lion patrons, beware, 
beware! 
Beware and take care, take 
heed ! 
\ To that place of refreshment 
you often repair 
For a drink and a smoke 
and a feed. 
And the wines and comes- 
tibles there 


Are so dainty, 
and luscious, 
and rare 

That you soon 

, would get 

© fat; but we 

VF. suv, for all 
- that, 

VA. < White Lion 

¢ patrons, be- 

tUY ware! 

Vor the love- 
god, close, 
close by the 
White Lion 


girl, 
Se aaa — ee Has a shaft at 
each White Lion patron to hurl : 
A shaft from her eyes, and a shaft from her hair, 
Anda shaft from each motion of figure so fair, 


ALLY GLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOx. 


—_—~— 


15 St. AGNEs PLace, KENNINGTON Park, 
Lonpon, January 24th, 1895. 

DEAR ALLY,—Judze of my surprise to find awaiting me on my 
return from the country your “Award of Merit.”. 1 cannot find 
words enough to express my thanks to you for granting me the 
privilege of adding those mystic and magic letters “F.O.S." to 
uy name, It will be always placed ina most prominent spot in my 
home, and thoroughly appreciated. [ remain, yours to a cinder, 

WALLACE, F.O.8, 
(Mecelty Ventriloquist). 
ee 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No, 17.—Warwick WHORTLEBERRY SLOPER. 
Born, Wl. Died from a Damp Undershirt, W536. 

THE young heir to the Sloperian splendour was but a little over 
five when his parent's suicide, which it was our painful duty to 
chronicle last week, placed him in possession of the estate. With 
unusual self-denial the King forbore to confiscate any portion of 
the late Baron's possessions, but this act of clemer y did not alter 
the proud young noble's determination to avenge his father's 
doom. In the presence of every retainer in his family little 
Warwick Whort eberry swore a solemn swear that his sword 
should ever be against the turncoat tyrant who had driven his 
parent to self-destruction; having done which, he settled down 
calmly to the acquirement of pot-hooks and hangers, and other 
elementary branches of education, until such a timeas he should 
be of age to carry his purpose into effect. 

_ Long before young Warwick Whortleberry had mastered the 
intricacies of the multiplication table, however, his royal enemy 
had turned up his toes, and the young baron was obliged to 
dedicate his vengeance to the successor, Young Henry V1. being 
but a boy about his own age, Warwick Whortleberry was rash 
enough to challenge him to mortal combat. Bedford and 
Gloucester. the voung King's guardians, however, intercepted the 
message, hung the bearer, and impeached Whortleberry for high 
treason. Only his youth saved him from the block, the death 
sentence being commuted to twenty stripes with a birch rod. 
Stung in a double sense, in feelings and person, by the indignity of 
his punishment, Warwick Whortleberry returned to his stronz- 
hold swearing revenge louder than ever. As soon as he could 
seat himself with any degree of comfort, he packed his traps, let 
the castle furnished for a term of seven years, and girding on his 


sword, took mag he France. The stirring ballad, known as 
fs The Minstre Boy,” is said to have been suggested by the pathetic 
incident. 


As one who had sworn the vendetta against the English throne, 
Warwick Whortleberry received a warm welcome across the 
Channel, and despite his youth, was given a commission in the 
French Army by the Dauphin, and had the satisfaction of wetting 
his blade in English gore on the many occasions upon which the 
two armies did battle. The best historians have made no mention 
of the fact, but from careful study of the many valuable docu- 
ments placed at our disposal for the purposes of this history, there 
seems no doubt that the sainted Joan of Arc was originally a bit 
sweet on Warwick Whortleberry, and that it was chietly at the 
latter's instigation that the Maid of Orleans donned a suit of her 
lover's armour and gave the English fits. The heartless burning 
of Joan as a witch still greater incensed Whortleberry against his 
countrymen, and in the numerous important engagements that 
followed, he led his forces with signal success. The truce of 1435 
gave him leisure to marry ; but upon the renewal of hostilities he 
again took the field, and with the flower and chivalry of France 
behind him, won that long list of successive victories which ended 
in the downfall of the English power, and left them with Calais 
alone to call their own. 

A chill, contracted by imprudently putting on a badly aired 
undershirt, carried him off ; but before he snutied it, he extracted a 
solemn promise from his children to carry on the vendetta. All 
France mourned his loss, and he was buried with the pomp 
befitting the saviour of s country. 

(To be continued next week.) 


LET US CLING TO OUR FAITH! 
DARK as the darkness of winter-night clouds 
Are our skies of existence to-day ; 
And gricfs after griefs, in malevolent crowds, 
Fall upon us like kites on their prey. 
The waves of aftliction all over us surge, 
But the highest philosopher saith 
(Though the dark seas of sorrow our spirits submerge) 
We must ever hold fast to our faith. 

Though our hands in a frenzy of anguish we wring, 
Though our hearts be o’erburdened with sorrow, 
Let us cling to our faith! Let us cling, let us cling 

To our faith ina brighter to-morrow ! 


There's many a creature, to hopelessness driven, 
Will assure us, with heartbroken laughter, 

That no God is on earth, that no God is in heaven, 
That the grave is our only hereafter. 

But, if even to soulless and spiritless dust 
We resolve, when we pass the gray portal, 

It will lighten our burden of earth-cares to trust 
In the creed that the soul is immortal : 

Though the life that we live be a pleasureleas thing, 
Though this dark world to-day be all sorrow, 

Let us cling to our faith! Let us cling, let us cling 
To our faith in a heavenly to-morrow ! 


on 


THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE. 

It was one of the prettiest pictures we'd seen for many a long 
day. There was a him and a her, sitting in the dismal waiting- 
room at Kew Gardens station on a Sunday night, waiting for the 
last train to Aldgate. They didn't take up more room on the 
seat than one ordinary person, and he had his right arm tight 
round her waist, whilst she had her left round his neck, and in her 
lap lay a tissue-paper bag containing something less than a quart 
of what lying fruiterers call “ a0/t-she/l almond nuts.” First he'd 
take one with the thumb and forefinger of his left hand and hold 
it to her mouth to crack ; then she'd select one and hold it to his 
mouth, and the ones she cracked he ate, and the ones he split with 
his back grinders were dropped into her mouth—oh, it was pretty ! 
It was really irritating to think that it couldn’t go on for ever, that 
there'd be sure tu be seme cloud or other come across that path of 
true love, 

It did. 4 

She'd selected almost the Inst nut in the bag, with a shell as 
highly polished and just about as soft asa glass marble, She held 
it up to him, and Henery bit on it till tears came in his eyes and 
his back teeth receded further up into his jaw and broke away 
from his gums. 

“Can't the monkey erack it?” she asked, with pretty playful- 
ness, And then “the monkey" tried again, He got the nut a bit 
further back—back of his * wisdoms "—and, holding it lightly for 
a second or so determined to do it with a sudden snap. Then he 
snapped. It was one of those nuts that contain nothing buta keen, 
searching wind and a little dust. but her tinger was there, 

“Clean to the bone, you cast-iron jawed, leather-headed idiot !” 
she yelled, as she leapt three feet into the air and danced about 
with her hand licked under her arm, “and it’s a million to one— 
you granite-tuothed imbecile—that you've given me hydrophobia!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
How is it that a hot fire is invariably eoaled 7 
Cas a Jack Tar who dies a natural death be described as a 
fellow-de-sea?! 


47 
THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 


== 
CHAPTER X11. 

MIKE M'GINTY's journey to) make arrangements for his 
departure and his culinary duties at the Palace occupied him 
during the day, and the 
evening he determined to 
devote toan interview with 
Mrs, Muley No. 38 (other- 
wise Bridget) M'Cann). 
Carefully he stole to the 
back vard of the lite Mnley 
Vasha’s harem, and softly 
he whistled, and ere long 
the loved one was in his 
presence. 

“ Arriah, Biddy,” said 
Mike, dolefully, “it's all up 
a tree entirely.” 

“What is all up a tree?” 

“Our love makin’,” said 
Mike, 

“Who was love makin'?” 
said Biddy, disdainfully. 

“We were,” said Mike. 

“We weren't,” said 
Biddy. 

“Oh, weren't we," said 
Mike, hotly. “Well, I am 
glad ov that; because we 
couldn't do it now if we 
wantit to.” 

“Why not, Mike?” said 
Biddy, slyly, as she nestled 
slightly closer to him. 

“Bekase Mrs. Muley 
No. 1 has claimed me for 
her own, and I've promised 
to elope with her at once.” 

“You are to elope with 
her, Mike M'Ginty?” 
said Biddy, indignantly, 
pray?” 

“She wants me to.” 


“It's all up a tree entirely.” 


“Why, what's the reason of that, 


“ Wants you to?” 
“Yes.” 
“And you are willing?” asked Biddy, indignantly, trying to 


keep back her tears. 
‘ ‘ Well not very. I'd rather it was you, Biddy, but it can't be 
elped, 

“You are a coward, Mike M'Ginty—an’‘a traitor to boot, an’ I 
can’t say worse than that toan Irishman, could 1?” 

“Sure vez couldn't,” 
sail Mike M’Ginty, 
witha gy air. “But, 
sure, can't help 
meeself, She's a com- 
mandin’ sort of woman, 
she is; an’ she'd think 
nothing if she took it 
into her head to order 
me to be dropped into 
the say.” 

“ An’ sarve yez right, 
Mike M’Ginty, sarve 
yez right. You to 
makin’ a r girl be- 
lave yez love her, an’ 
to be decavin’ her all 
the toime,” whimpered 
Biddy. 

“Sure yez said we 
weren't makin’ love,” 
said M'Ginty. 


“Well, we weren't, 
but I was goin’ to 
begin. So see what 


you've lost now, Mr. 
Miginty 

“Well, it’s a moighty 
pity yes didn’t make 
up yer moind sooner, 
Miss M’Cann.” 

“Sure, I thought ye 
was a true-hearted boy 
that wouldn't desave 
a true-hearted girl that 
was ready to love ye,” 
sobbed Bridget 
M'Cann, now fairly giving way to her grief at the supposed change 
in M'Ginty’s love making. 

“So Lam, Miss M'Cann, when I know where that true-hearted 
girl is,” said M’Ginty. “But yez said ye didn’t love me, so take 
that, Miss M’Cann.’ : 

But Biddy only sobbed, and Mike M’Ginty edged up a bit 


closer. 

“ Biddy, darlint,” he commenced. 

“You're a beast, Mike M'Ginty.” 

“You're a beauty, Bridget M’Cann, an’ sure that proves we were 
just made for wun another,” said Mike, as he slid his arm round 
Biddy’s waist. 

“Lave me alone,” said 
Biddy M’Cann, tearfully. 
“Yer going away wid 
another woman, an’ ye've 
no right to hold me like 
that, Mike M'Ginty.” 

“True for yez," said 
Mike, “but it’s kind ov 
last farewell I'm takin’ ov 
yez, an’ not altogether a 
last farewell ayther. Yex 
see, I don’t mane to desart 
vou. As soon as I get Mrs. 
Muley No. 1 away as she 
wants I'll come back here 
an’ search all Ghiber for 
yez, an’ take yez home to 
be my own darlint.” 

* An' I don't belave yez ; 
yer won't, yer know yer 
won't,” said Biddy M’Cann, 

“An TL swear by this kiss 
I will.” said M'Ginty. 

“Hush, there is someone 
listening.” said Biddy 
M Cann. “Goaway at once, 
andl L will see you again.” 

The pair hurriedly sepa- 
rated, and M’Ginty stepped 
into the boat. A minute 
later a woman stepped for- 
ward to the place where 
the lovers had been. 

“So—so, Rhombo Baladdin.” muttered the woman, “hugging 
and kissing that interloper No. 38, are you? Her doom is 
sealed; and as for you, Baladdin, 1 am afraid there is trouble 
in store for you too, or my name is not what it is.” 

The woman was the premier Mrs. Muley Pasha, 


(To be continued neat week, ) 


“T swear by this kiss!” 


A woman stepped forward, 


se ALLY 


THE “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY, 
Som 
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No. 363.—Mn. JACK 1. GILwert, F.O.S. 

“In deference to the wishes of many of bis friends, al of 
whom are Superites to the backbone, we reproduce in this 
week's *F.0.8." Gallery the features of Mr. Jack 1. Gilbert, 
Possessing talents far above those: granted to the-average man, 
Jack Giibert coull have aspired to great things, such as 
governing vast empires, blending Scotch whiskies, or even 
condemning music-hall promenades. He preferred, though, to 
ihrow himself into:a business which, during the days of bis 
chikthood, was fast diminishing. ve allude t ne Christmas 
card trade, By sheer pluck alone, and almost si 
has dragged thi 
fast disappeari: 


don't you know. 


. = N= 


na more fourishin: 
condition than it has st. Jack isa desivnin s 
man, but that his designs arecof the Al order his Christmas cari, 
will amply testify. Chiefly beeanse he is manager of the Art 
Lithographic Company J. 1. (i, was created F.O.S., and the 
*sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him April Isth, 1815." 
—Debret lnproved 


- 
ALLY wouldn't mind the water being frozen, if only the 
Company would turn on something of the’ sume colour ard 
rather stronger in qual't;, 


(1) Mick Doolan, It's not that T loike this moonlightin’ business at ali at all, but 
somethin’ must be done to kape me native land from bein’ pacifoied to the divil, an’ 
sure Oi fale it’s me juty as a thrue son av Erin to prevint Pat Casey from revellin’ 
in fat ducks and other inervatin’ luxuries, They must be confishcatel, begobs, for 
the binifit of the Cuuse!—(2) Mrs. Casey, Pat! Pat! the Fauiaus are comin’! 
Git up, ye ould omadhann, an’ surround thim, or they'll be afther stalin’ the house 
under us !——(3) Pat Casey. Give me the blunderbuss, darlin’. Oi see ‘um, comin’ up 
from the duck house! Be aisy till Oi blow the divil to smithereens, (4) Bang!!! 
Take that, wid the curse o’ Cromwell, ye bow-legged pratic bogle! There's a pound 


A STREET CRY. 


A DIAG-NOSES. : 
Blobss, Dil you ever have a particularly horrible dream, 
Miss Seasifie ? 
Aliss Seasifie, Yes; T once dreamt I had your nose for life, 


Furst Fleet-Streeter, Lowe yon ayralee! 
Second Fleet Streeter, Vin very ploued ty hear it, for now Tin 
sure to be safe, as you were never kiown to pay any thingy 


you owe. “ Buy any little dogs ‘s morning, Mister?” 


ae 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
GIVES THE GIRLS A CHANCE. 


Doctor. Humph ! you look quite spruce this morning, Miss Ada, You seem to like this changeable weather. 
Miss Ada. Kather, Doctor! it gives a girl an opportunity of showing off the variety of her wardrobe, 


RECKLESS EXPENDITURE. 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


She really must have had a sneaking 
fondness for the Honourable, but ber 
old man woulln’t hear of it. 
way he propelled Billy down the steps 
was a caution, 
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“The price of that statue is five pounds. he 
hundred years old.” ©Can't you take fifty je.) , 
aud let me have it at half price.” 


The Gusher, I dreamt of you last night, Miss Ft, |, 
Do you ever dream of me ? 
Miss Ethel, I never had the nightmare in my life. 
(G@usher's Ha, ha! sounded hollow and fur-..i, 


EF 


av thlugs to take home to yer mud hole !——(5) Bedad, Oi've shtiffened ont t! 
thafe o' the world, Biddy! Whirrasthrue! what’s wrong wid the girl that slr 
tearin’ her hair that-way ? Mfrs, Casey, Ohone! ohone | it’s ruined we are entoire!:' 
OF’ remimber now that Oi kipt me savin's from the bag at church in the blunder!-- 
for safety, bad luck to it! Ohone! let me doi!— (6) Afick Doolan. Bezorrs':' 
there's nothin’ aquals a fat duck for a chest protictor, ayther inside or out! Pst 
Casey's the boy that's free wid his money, too! Shure, Oi picked six and noinepn 
in threepenny bits out.av the pair. But, bedad, he mint it for me,so Oi'll kape it {0° 
the good av the Cause, and the divil run away wid them that says me nay! 


PROOF POSITIVE. 


The Portrayed. 1dou't think it’s an atom like 
me, do you? P 

The Critic. Not like you? My dear marlin. 
it ia excellent, for it’s painted. 


The 


